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Suffering is a mystery. 


But we can learn to accept it 


| if we try to understand it. 


Why Suffering? 


By FR. ADRIAN, PIME 


AST MONTH, while I was talk- 
ing to Joey, a five-year-old 
neighbor boy, Mrs. O’Neill walked 
by. She is a woman of 63, crippled 
by arthritis, and while I talked to 
her, I noticed Joey staring at her 


She had no sooner left than Joey 
began the famous question which 
adults can’t always answer. 

“Why? Why was that lady walk- 
ing like that?” 

“Because she has arthritis, Joey.” 

“How come she’s got a cane?” 

“So that she can walk a litfle 
more easily.” 

“Why does she have the pain, 
Father?”’ 


THIS STOPPED ME for a second 
as 1 realized that learned philoso- 
phers had been discussing this prob- 


lem for thousands of years. Suffering 
is indeed a mystery, although many 
explanations have been given for it. 


The old Epicurean philosophers 
maintained that pleasure is the pur- 
pose of life. Therefore, every pleasure 
is good and suffering should be 
drowned in pleasure. 

Stoicism, on the contrary, held 
that suffering must be endured for 
suffering’s sake. The greatness of 
man was thus measured by his 
ability to endure pain without com- 
plaint. 


Buddhism teaches that every 
suffering is caused by a frustrated 
desire. Thus, by suppressing desires, 
we suppress suffering. Buddhist 
monks and nuns are principally 
dedicated during prayer to suppres- 
sing human desires through con- 
templation. 





SUFFERING is the unavoidable 
companion of every human life. 
But only Christianity gives a satis- 
factory explanation for this mystery. 
I took out a small crucifix and 
showed it to Joey. 

“Even Jesus had pain. Even the 
Son of God had to suffer. He didn’t 
want to. In fact, the night before 
he died, he asked, “Father, if it’s 
possible, let this chalice pass from 
me.” But he added, “Not my will 
but Thine be done.” 

“You see, Joey, suffering can 
help us get to Heaven if we accept 
it. Mrs. O’Neill certainly doesn’t 
enjoy suffering but she knows that 
it’s part of God’s plan to see if we'll 
accept His will. She realizes that 
God will give us the strength to 
bear our crosses even though He 
may not take the pain away. 

“So, the next time you get hurt, 
remember that it’s God’s way of 
testing you. If you accept it, it 
will help you get to heaven; if you 
don’t accept it, you are suffering 
for nothing.” 


“Gee, Father, I’m not going to 
waste any suffering,’’ Joey said and 
then ran off to play. 

I SMILED and wished that all 
Catholics would accept the doctrine 
of suffering that easily. Unfortunate. 
ly, you hear many complaining, “Oh 
God, why did this have to happen 
to me? What have I done to deserve 
this?” 

If only people would realize that 
suffering is not an evil, that it can 
be a blessing given to man in order 
to help him perfect certain virtues, 
At the Crucifixion, one thief re 
pented. By his action, we see what 
suffering can accomplish. Christ 
accepted the man into paradise. A 
lifetime of sin was wiped out ina 
single Divine Act which was brought 
about by a humble acceptance of 
suffering. 

Suffering should not be thought 
of as a punishment for sin...al- 
though it may be that in some cases. 
Many saints and holy people suf- 
fered much while leading exemplary 
lives. Our Blessed Mother suffered 
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a great deal and never committed 
asin. It often seems that God sends 
suffering to those He loves most. 


THERE CAN be no injustice in 
God’s actions and we can under- 


te- stand them better if we remember 
Oh that He said, “My ways are not 
pen your ways.” While we may compre- 
rve hend this, it will probably not deter 


us from endeavoring to shirk pain. 
We are a composite 6f spiritual and 
physical elements. 

There is no shame in crying under 
the impact of an exceptional sorrow 


hat 
can 
der 
ues, 


re- or even praying to be delivered from 
hat it. But if we make an effort to view 
rrist our personal crosses in the light of 
. A God’s plan for our eternal happi- 
in a ness, then we will never resent His 
ight ways, even though we may be emo- 
2 of tionally crushed by a deep sorrow. 

The scene of Calvary shows con- 
ught § clusively that 1. Suffering is not an 
val evil but a way to eternal happiness; 
ases, 2. The efficacy of suffering depends 
suf- on our humble and resigned accep- 
ylary tance; 3. Suffering is fruitless if we 
fered fail to accept it. 


Even the least suffering, the least 
headache or inconvenience, will not 
be left without reward. For every 
moment of suffering we will receive 
an increase of happiness which will 
last for all eternity ...if we accept 
it as God’s Will. vw ¥Z 
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Why Suffering? 


Have you any money that you can 
lend to us at o low interest rote . . . 
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A new blow for 

those who believe 
Christianity is a 
‘White Man’s Religion’ 


RUGAMBWA 


DOI 


The Pope’s Decision 


By HAROLD SCHACHERN 
Religious Writer, The Detroit News 


TTACKS ON CHRISTIANITY 

as the hated “white man’s 
religion” received a telling blow 
from a man of peace last month. 
Pope John XXIII added three 
non-Caucasians to the College of 
Cardinals— men who will be Princes 
of the Church in the vast, tremen- 
dously important and almost en- 
tirely non-white areas of the world. 
It was 14 years ago that the late 
Pope Pius XII elevated Thomas 
Cardinal Tien, Archbishop of Pekin, 
to this highest honor of the episco- 
pacy. Unfortunately, Cardinal Tien 
was forced to flee from the Com- 
munist conquerors of China and 


seek refuge, first in America and 
later in Formosa. 

This did not deter Pope Pius from 
naming Valerian Cardinal Gracias, 
brown-skinned Archbishop of Bom- 
bay, to be Indias image of Roman 


Catholicism in 1953. And he well 


understood that the country is a 
nation seething with a nationalism 
which rejects Western religion along 
with its theories of politics and race. 


Now, Pope John has raised to five 
the number of non-white men who 
rank with the most distinguished 
leaders of Western Christendom and 
are eligible for the papacy itself. 

THE THREE designated for 
Cardinal rank are: Bishop Laurian 
Rugambwa, of Rutabo, Tanganyika, 
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Negro; Archbishop Peter Tatsuo 
Doi, of Tokyo, Japanese, and Arch- 
bishop Rufino J. Santos, of Manila, 
Filipino. 

Catholic as well as Protestant 
missionary forces learned long ago 
that Christianity does not really 
“take hold” in a pagan country 
until there has been time and op- 
portunity to train a native clergy. 

It followed that to place a white 
and foreign prelate over them was 
interpreted as imposing on_ the 
natives another ‘“‘colonial governor,” 
even though his garb be ecclesiastical. 

The result has been, in Africa 
particularly, the consecration of a 
score of non-white bishops in recent 
years. Others have been elevated in 
the Oriental nations. 

As long as three decades ago, 
Jacques Maritain, generally regarded 
as the greatest modern Catholic 
philosopher, was prophesying that 
the future of Christianity and civili- 
zation itself lay, not with the Western 
nations, but with what many are 
inclined to regard as “backward” 
men and nations. 


THE APPOINTMENT of a Car- 
dinal in the Archdiocese of Manila 
should cause no surprise, for well 
over 90 percent of all Filipinos have 
been Cat olics for generations. 
But even though it had been fore- 
cast for several years, there was still 
considerable ‘“‘surprise’” at Pope 
John’s naming of Bishop Rugambwa, 
the descendant of African warrior 
chieftains, to be the wearer of the 
red hat of a Cardinal. 


This tall, commanding figure is 
one that United States gatherings 
remember from his visit in February, 
1957. He is recalled especially for 
his faith in the ability of his people 
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to weave Christianity into the fabric 
of African tribal ways and national 
customs. 

“Our people will take what is good 
in European civilization and at the 
same time keep their own traditions,”’ 
he told one audience. 

The 47-year-old bishop of Rutabo 
said at that time that “in 50 years 
Africa will be completely changed.”’ 


“THE PEOPLE will be literate 
and the continent’s vast resources 
of gold, tin and copper will enable 
them to build industries and to be- 
come prosperous,” he said. 

The naming of the three new 
Cardinals in Africa and the Orient 
is a “‘good, healthy step” toward 
combating a false nationalism which 
rejects everything foreign, said a 
Catholic spokesman. 

“Cardinal Gracias, of India,’’ he 
said, “rose to great temporal as well 
as spiritual leadership last fall when 
he defied Communist efforts to con- 
trol the 700 Catholic schools in the 
Province of Kerala. His closing of 
the schools forced a general election 
in which the Communists were badly 
beaten at the polls.” 

Similarly, Churchmen look to 
Cardinal-designate Rugambwa_ to 
stand as the image of Christianity 
that is truly and sympathetically 
African, and as a bulwark against 
Mau Mau nationalism that is being 
used to fatten Communism. 

American Catholics, particularly 
the Irish, had their greatest day of 
jubilation and renewed hope 85 years 
ago when John Cardinal McClosky 
became the first American to re- 
ceive the red hat. 

It is significant that, within 
33 years, the United States was 
removed from the list of backward, 
missionary countries. ¥ ¥ 





4 OFESSOR” Xavier is a man 

in his fifties with a very black 
mustache and a very big hat which 
has a brim wider than his shoulders. 
He owes his title to the fact that 
he is the most learned man in his 
village. But, since the village is 
Carero, a small settlement lost in 
the jungle surrounding Brazil’s 


Amazon River, this means only that 
he knows how to read and write a 


little. 

Still, he teaches the children their 
ABC’s, has charge of the village 
Chapel and is very proud of his 
position. At least he was until the 
day of the procession. 

It all started about 10 days be- 
fore the feast of ,St. Francis, the 
village patron. “Professor” Xavier 
played nervously with the wide brim 
of his hat when he came to town to 
invite me to make a special trip to 
Carero for the celebration. When I 
accepted, he smiled broadly, ad- 
justed the wide hat on his head and 
bowed profoundly. He hurried back 
to impress the villagers with the 
news that he had secured an honored 
guest for their celebration. 

On the eve of the feast he returned 
and helped me load the motorboat 
with my hammock, portable altar 


and other provisions. As we churned 
up the dirty water of the Amazon, 
the “‘Professor” proved to be a good 
pilot. We safely passed several spots 
in spite of the strong wind and 
powerful waves that buffeted our 
small craft. 

It was dusk when we arrived at 
the village but Xavier loudly and 
proudly presented me to the as- 
sembled group ...even though | 
knew them all. After this formality 
we headed toward the Chapel which 
was outside the village. 

Unfortunately, we had to cross a 
stream with a very rudimentary 
bridge — a tree trunk. My legs were 
still cramped from the long ride but 
I murmured a prayer to St. Chris- 
topher and started across. That 
venerable saint must have been 
asleep, however, because, when | 
thought I was near the end, I jumped 
and landed waist-deep in the water. 
Everyone burst out laughing and, 
although I certainly didn’t share 
their sentiments, I laughed too. 
Then with dripping clothes, we 
continued on toward the Chapel. 

Later ‘“‘Professor” Xavier invited 
me to his house for dinner and even 
managed to dig up an old mended 
tablecloth in honor of the occasion. 
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That night I was busy with con- 
fessions until about 11 o’clock but 
finally I suggested to the Professor 
that we close up the Chapel and 
get ready for the night. 

Our quarters were in a small 
corner behind the Church and I was 
happy to relax on my hammock. 
Almost immediately however, I was 
aroused by a very unpleasant odor. 
Investigating I discovered that un- 
der my window the good people had 
left the remains of the cow they had 
killed for the Feast. The buzzards 
had not yet finished their meal so the 
remains really produced a _ strong 
stench. As I tried, in vain, to sleep, 
I even wished I had a cold so that 
I couldn’t smell the “perfume.” 

Suddenly, there was a terrific 
pounding at the door. A man was 


knocking furiously and shouting, 
‘Father, please come! Please come!”’ : 

My visitor, who was half-drunk, 
was insisting that I go to see his 
aged mother. She had asthma and, 
as I knew from many previous 
visits, was in no danger at all. I 
finally got rid of him by giving him 
some tablets for her. I practically 
staggered back to bed .. . but not 
to sleep. The drunken shouting had 
awakened a half-dozen pigs which 
were under my room. They kept 
wiggling around all night, making 
unhappy noises. 


“Professor” Xavier, who was 
sleeping next to me, felt very em- 
barassed because his honored guest 
was having such a rough time. Un- 
fortunately there was nothing either 
of us could do. 


Their nest knocked over by St. Francis, the vicious wasps revenged 
themselves on the hapless citizens. 





By dawn I had slept only about 
half an hour and was dead tired. I 
had to hear many more confessions 
and say three Masses— with ser- 
mons — for the large crowd of people 
which had come. Then I performed 
several marriages and administered 
some baptisms. But the climax was 
the procession. 

To these people the procession is 
the greatest event of the day and 
they even wash for the occasion. It 
was late afternoon when I rang the 
Chapel bell several times and even 
fired a few shots into the air to let 
everyone know it was time to start. 
The faithful gathered in the Church 
square and the statue, carried by 
four men, was brought out. The 
stand had been gaily decorated with 
colored paper and looked very festive. 

Getting the altar boys and chil- 
dren into line was no easy task but 
when it was finally achieved, we 


started off. The route, though not 


“The nerve of her! She's got the 
same Easter hat | have!’’ 


10 


long, winds through the village, 
then into the jungle and around to 
the Chapel again. Xavier, using his 
wide-brim hat as a signal, directed 
the people on their route. 

It was a beautiful sight to see 
Saint Francis carried triumphantly 
under the green trees while the 
faithful sang. Everything proceeded 
smoothly and with great devotion 
until suddenly one of the four 
carrying the statue slipped in the 
mud. The Saint slid precariously 
and then crashed to the path. Al- 
most immediately people started to 
scream and run in every direction. 


I couldn’t imagine what had hap- 
pened until I saw that the statue 
had crashed into a nest of wasps. 
The insects sought their revenge by 
flying after everyone in sight. Even 
the poor Professor lost his dignity 
and sped through the village scream- 
ing for help. 

It was much, much later that the 
procession finally came to order 
again in the Church square. St. 
Francis had been rescued from the 
swamp, cleaned and had only a 
broken arm to show for his experience. 

My poor parishioners were a 
pitiful sight, however, for all of the 
victims of the vicious wasps had swol- 
len faces and large, red bumps. De- 
spite this, the celebration continued 
and soon everyone was having 9 
much fun that the misfortune was 
treated as a joke. 

That night, the torches of the 
departing revelers cast huge shadows 
in the forest which danced as merrily 
as the hearts of my people. Every- 
one agreed that the feast had been 
a great success — despite the wasps 
— and “Professor” Xavier beamed 
as he was given full credit. wv ¥ 
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When 
it takes 

two days to 
ride 60 miles 


TRAVEL 
ISN’T FOR 


AVEL MAY BE a pleasure 
to some but it isn’t considered 
such here in Burma where a 50 mile 
drive often takes two days...and 
possibly your health. I am just about 
to embark on my Easter visit to 
some of the surrounding villages and 
I only hope that the trip is a little 
easier than my last one. This was a 
Christmas excursion that left me 
with an enlarged heart which I am 
just now recuperating from. 


But I wasn’t the only casualty of 
that trip. We left here (Kengtung) 
December 10th on a shaky, old mail 
truck which is still able to deliver us 
as well as packages. With me were 
my companion, Fr. Rusconi, and Fr. 
Vismara who was on his way back to 
his mission station in Mongping, 60 
miles away. 


We stopped off at a village on the 
way and had to climb a high hill to 
get there. This was when my heart 
first started to act up. I tried to ig- 


FR. RUSCONI suddenly became 
very ill, however, and in spite of 
the medicines we gave him he grew 
steadily worse. I hated to leave him 
but a group arrived from Mawpha to 
escort us to the village for Christmas. 
I asked Sister Angela and three of 
the girls from the orphanage to ac- 
company us and we left on the morn- 
ing of the 18th. Fr. Rusconi was 
told to follow later if he recovered. 
ing of the 18th. Fr. Rusconi was 
told to follow later if he recovered. 

Riding a big mule, we traveled 
up and down mountains for three 
days. Three ponies carried our 
luggage: kitchen, pharmacy, bed- 
ding, Mass kit, and food enough for 
the dozen people in our group. 

From an altitude of 1000 feet we 
slowly climbed up to 7000 feet; 
then down to less than 1000 again 
and across the River Namkha. The 
first night we spent in smoke-filled 
huts at the top of the mountain but 
the next night was more poetical. 


By MOST REV. F. GUERCILENA, PIME 
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Bishop of the Jungles (Burma) 
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We had arrived at the River and 
camped out under the trees on the 
sandy bank with plenty of light from 
a full moon and millions of bright 
stars. 

The next day we climbed to 6000 
feet and in the afternoon reached 
Mawpha. The local people ran to 
meet us and shouted and clapped in 
their enthusiasm. We were presented 
with a meal of pork and chili. . . their 
greatest delicacy. : 

THE PEOPLE HERE are still 
suffering from the results of a tragic 
fire which wiped out their entire 
village a year ago. Only the priest’s 
small rectory was spared because it 
was apart from the other buildings. 
A little later the missionary became 
ill and had to return to the city. So, 
after losing their village, the people 
also lost their shepherd. 

The Bishop (he frequently refers 
to himself in the third person) 


planned to use the priest’s house 


The people celebrated with songs and dances, 


with drums and gongs. 


but found rats had already occu. 
pied it. Finally, everything was 
cleaned up and we all settled down 
to preparing for Christmas. Tem. 
porary huts had to he built for 
expected guests and the chapel and 
village had to be decorated. 

For three hectic days we worked 
and then, on the 24th, it rained all 
day and spoiled everything. The 
hut Sister Angela and her girls were 
in got so wet that they had to fun 
to one of the villager’s homes. And 
when the poor, soaked guests ar- 
rived, after walking in the rain all 
day, they had to pack themselves 
in with the villagers too. 

THANK GOD the rain stopped 
at dusk and we were able to havea 
Solemn High Midnight Mass. Of 
course the chapel could not hold 
everyone; there were about 500 
people altogether, so many stood 
outside. But they could see every- 
thing and they happily sang ther 


After hours of riding o 
Guércilena has a ‘‘relief’ 





The people congregate in the village square to give the Bishop and his 
party a rousing welcome. 


Sister Angela and some of her orphan girls 
mountainous trails, Bishop endure three days of difficult travel to visit 
pole a raft across the river. a neighboring Burmese village. 





Christmas carols. Many had already 
gone to confession and they received 
the Divine Infant, born again in 
that “crib’’ at Mawpha, poorer even 
than the crib of Bethlehem. But we 
were all very happy. 

Afterward, we had a small cele- 
bration. Sister Angela had prepared 
a sort-of-cake with some monkey 
nuts. Unfortunately, the wood was 
too damp and it wasn’t baked 
properly. I felt sorry for the poor 
Sister (and maybe a little bit sorry 
for the Bishop who had to eat the 
cake and pretend he enjoyed it). 

The next day we had a bright, 
clear sky and a beautiful sun for all 
of Christmas. How happy those poor 
people were. They danced; they 
sang; they feasted on three cows 
and four pigs which they killed in 
the square. After a solemn Con- 
firmation service in the afternoon 
they went on with dances and songs 
and beating of gongs and drums 
until late at night. Finally they 
finished the remaining food and 
went to bed. 

WE RESTED a little on the 26th 
and 27th and tried to talk to all the 
villagers, encouraging them to trust 
in God. I promised to send them 
another shepherd as soon as I could. 
We left on the 28th and after three 
more days of riding and walking up 
and down the mountains, we arrived 
back at Mongping. Sister Angela 
was delighted to be home again. 

We immediately inquired about 
Fr. Rusconi and discovered that he 
had gone back to Kengtung. He 
had become deathly ill but an army 
post in Mongping sent a signal to 
Fr. Colombo at the leper colony 
asking him to come. Half-way to 
the destination, Fr. Colombo was 


stopped by soldiers who told him 
that a truck had just been attacked 
by bandits a few miles ahead and 
it wasn’t safe to continue. 

When Fr. Colombo explained the 
urgency of the situation, however, 
the commanding officer was good 
enough to provide him with an es- 
cort. He reached Mongping about 
sundown—one day to cover 60 
miles. This will give you some idea 
of our “highways.” 

Fr. Colombo knowns how to cure 
people whether they are lepers or 
not and by the next day Fr. Rusconi 
was much better. Although he was 
very weak he managed to get back 
to Kengtung in time for Christmas. 
It took him about a month to re- 
cuperate fully. 


NEW YEAR’S DAY I confirmed 
a dozen of Fr. Vismara’s orphans 
and the following morning I hitched 
a ride with another old truck which 
was passing. In 10 hours we did 
40 miles... hardly what you’d call 
breaking the sound barrier. 

We spent the night in a bug in- 
fested hut near the road at 6000 feet 
and the next day we managed to 
cover the remaining 20 miles in 8 
hours by pushing and pulling the 
shaky old truck. I entered my 
“episcopal palace” at 5 p.m. after 
having had only a cup of coffee all 
day. I guess it is no wonder I got 
heart trouble on such a trip. 

Now for my Easter trip which 
starts next week. 

Thank my readers again for their 
great financial support for my poor 
orphans. Although they do not kiss 
or liked to be kissed here they send 
their love to you in their own way. 
Now I must go to bed. Good night! 
God bless you. ¥@ ¥ 
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Prospective vocations 


given a vacation 


at PIME’S 





ENNIS, BASKETBALL and 
swimming in a nearby lake 
are a few of the activities boys en- 
joy during Summer Camp at PIME’S 
Minor Seminary in Newark, Ohio. 
Sixth, seventh and eighth graders 
from Ohio and neighboring states, 
who have shown an interest in re- 
ligious life, put in an active week 
at the seminary. 
During the summer a total of 200 
boys romp in the 120 acres of wooded 
land, enjoy dormitory life, and are 


served wholesome meals. 
0 According to Fr. Hector Bell, 
8 PIME, the vocational director of 
e PIME the pool table is the main 
y attraction. The boys are always busy 
. and never homesick. 
ll This summer will mark the fifth 
t year for the Camp. It’s growth has 
evolved from the week-end stays of 
h a few boys to a week’s vacation for 
: six groups of fifty boys. The camp is 
* supervised by several priests, brothers 
oF and seminarians. 
s Though the vacation is an impor- 
id tant feature, the vocation is looked 
i after. The day begins with Mass at 


7:00 a.m. and climaxes with rosary 
and benediction. 
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Each day begins with Mass and 
Holy Communion in the Semi- 
nary Chapel. 





The boys thrive on horseback riding, 
hiking, baseball and other outdoor 
activities. 
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a week of both fun 
nspiration, the tired 


y boys return home to 


aa | | 


r ponder their voca- 
“ym 
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SARI 


Start with a floor-length half-slip and a short, tight-fitting 
bodice. Tuck the end into the waist, slightly right of center. 
Draw the rest of the sari around in back. 





Tuck the pleats into the Bring the remainder around Throw the material up and 
waistband in front. and under the arm. over the shoulder. 
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Form pleats, leaving about 
two yards free. 


_————__—_ 
After securing it at the shoul- 


der, the border end may be 
left free or draped over the 
head. 
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HELP WANTED: YOUNG, 
STURDY ADVENTURER, 
WILLING TO TRAVEL 


Dying Wish 
Of A Jeep 


:” A 100% American citizen... 
even though I haven’t spent 
much time in the States. Yes sir, 
I’m a 100% American—jeep, that 
is—born in Detroit in 1943. 

First, I joined the Army and for 
a year and a half I did my best for 
our boys, helping both officers and 
enlisted men at the front. Several 
times I was hit by enemy bullets but 
I was young and strong and could 
take a lot in those days. 

Ready for any emergency, I even 
made it over the Ledo Road and 
into Burma. But in 1945, when our 
victorious Army headed for home 
I was left behind in Burma—not 
worth taking home, they said. 

For a year after that I worked 


for a merchant doing unimportant” 


jobs. I was getting quite discouraged 
when one day I met Fr. Perego, a 
PIME Missionary of SS. Peter and 
Paul, who works in a leper colony. 
Since then we have been inseparable. 

In my short life I have seen people 
disfigured by war, helpless souls, 
dying men; but never have I felt 
so sorry and sad as for the poor 
lepers I helped. I am proud to have 
been able to do so much work for 
them. 


Yet now, after more than 15 
years of bumping over these im- 
possible roads, I am nothing but a 
battered, helpless carcass. My life 
of usefulness is over. My only wish 
is that a new jeep could come in 
my place. It could do a noble work 
for God’s sake among the poor lepers. 
Father is terribly handicapped with- 
out my help. If only a new jeep 
would come. Then / could rest in 


peace. 2 


* * * 
Can anyone send a jeep to Fr. Perego 
in Burma? Or at least a small do- 
nation to help purchase it? God will 
bless you for your efforts on behalf of 
these poor lepers. 


PIME Missionaries of SS. Peter and Paul 
121 E. Boston Bivd.; Detroit 2, Michigan 


Dear Father, | am enclosing $ 
to help Fr. Perego buy a jeep. 


Name 
(please print) 
Address 


City 
State 


Zone 
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ATHER, I’M DYING of T.B. 
I have a wife and five children 
and I’m afraid that I’ll infect them 
too if I continue to live with them. 
Please find me a place where I can 
die in peace and save my family.” 
Father O. Liberatore, PIME, 
looked down at the poor, shriveled 
Chinese man who bore evident signs 
of his dreadful disease. No free dis- 
tribution of food and clothing would 
solve the problem of the dying man 
in front of him. He must find a place 
for him to live. 
For 30 years Fr. Liberatore had 


been a missionary in China but he’ 


had only recently started St. Jude’s 
parish among the hills of suburban 
Hong Kong. His parish, consisting 
of a few wealthy Chinese and an in- 
credibly large number of destitute 
refugees, had just been completed. 
Now it was time to tackle the prob- 
lem of saving his parishioners from 
starvation. 

He reached for the phone and 
called an active worker in his youth 
group, ““A-Ko, can you find a small 
hut for sale?” 

A-KO COULD and did and with- 
in 24 hours the tubercular victim 
was moved into his new home. 

This was the start of an experi- 
ment in Christian Socialism in St. 
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A stained glass window of the Patron 
of Impossible Cases in the new St. 
Jude’s Church in Hong Kong. 


By FATHER ADRIAN, PIME 


Socialist Experiment _ 
Aids Poor, Sick, Hungry 


| 20th CENTURY ROBIN HOOD BEGS 
_FROM THE RICH TO AID THE POOR, 
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All of the parishioners work to help 
their poor brethren. It is true Christian 
Socialism as it was practiced in the 


PIME Missionaries of SS. Peter 


Dear Father, | am enclosing $ 
the poor in Hong Kong. 


Name 
Address 
City 


22 


& Paul; 
—_______ to help Fr. Liberatore’s work among 


Jude’s parish. A few had too much 
wealth while the majority were starv- 
ing. Fr. Liberatore wrote a personal 
letter to each parishioner and re- 
peated from the pulpit: “In this 
world there are some who enjoy a 
comfortable life but there are many 
who live a wretched life. It is a 
grave social problem; it is against 
the laws of nature and of God. who 
commands that we live as brethren. 

“We who live in this parish are 
like one big family and we must share 
in the joys and sorrows of its mem- 
bers... our own brethren.” 

Father’s plan is basically, quite 
simple...it depends on all the 
parishioners working together. His 
first step was to organize groups of 
men and women who would devote 
their free time to caring for others. 

Then, in the vestibule of the 
Church, he put up a large picture of 
a sick man being helped by members 
of the parish. Nearby are two con- 
spicuous boxes. One bears the in- 
scription: “If you are in want, let 
us know. Deposit a list of your 
needs here and we wili try to help 
you.” 

On the other box: ‘“‘Whenever 
you can, drop a brotherly gift here. 
Give it with love and generosity. 
“True love does not consist in words 
but in deeds.’”’ 

EACH SUNDAY, two lay people 
are by the Church door to welcome 
everyone with a smile. If they see 
someone looking dejected and poor, 
they approach him with, “Don't 
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worry! We are your brothers; we 
are here to help you.” 

The plan has begun to work. The 
poor now drop their petitions into 
the box. Each day Fr. Liberatore 
and his group go through the re- 
quests and, as far as possible, try to 
solve the problems. 

One family needs food; they are 
given coupons for rice. A family can’t 
afford textbooks and tuition for 
their children to go to school; the 
parish pays for them. In the same 
way, clothing and blankets are dis- 
tributed, rent is paid, clothing is 
redeemed from pawnshops, doctors 
are procured for the sick, and many 
other problems are solved. 

THE LAY PEOPLE work hard 
to “Do unto others as you would 
have them do unto you.” They 
always endeavor to see Christ in 
every needy brother and thus their 
own spirituality deepens. 

When Fr. Liberatore is criticized 
for being a Socialist, he replies: 
“I agree, it is Socialism. But it is 
the true kind of Socialism practiced 
by the early Christians. It worked 
then; I hope it will work now 

Unfortunately, the plan doesn’t 
always work because there isn’t al- 
ways enough money to take care 
of the many needs. The parishioners 
have been very generous but there 
are such a few that have any funds 
to spare that charity of this magni- 
tude cannot hope to continue with- 
out outside help. That is why Fr. 
Liberatore has appealed to Catholic 
Life readers. 

He says, ““The words of Christ, 
‘From this, people shall know that 
you are my disciples—if you love 
one another,’ apply not only to the 
people of St. Jude’s parish in Hong 
Kong... but to everyone.” ¥Y~ ¥ 
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IS YOUR SUBSCRIPTION 
RUNNING OUT NOW 





SEE EUROPE THIS SUMMER 
July 20-August 12, 1960 

Visit France, Italy, Austria, Germany, 
Holland and England with a Catholic 
Pilgrimage Tour. 


Get out of your rocking 
chair and see the world 


ALL INCLUSIVE PRICE: $1125 


For details: Mr. Gerald McCombie, 
121 E. Boston Blvd.; Detroit 2, Michigan 





An Easter — 
Resolution 


In our Easter joy there ; 
must be a pang of guilt. © 


mes Sunday ...the bells anne 
cing the Resurrection are ring 
again. There is joy in the air...and of 
the faces of those attending Mass. It # 
the joy of Easter, the joy of knowing 
man has been Redeemed. ae. 

But for 1,800,000,000 souls there is) & 
no Easter, there is no joy. There ore ng. 
tidings of Redemption. One billion, eighty 
hundred million souls have not yet 
ceived the Easter message. If Christ d 
for all, why were we chosen and o 
not? Partly, this is a mystery; partly 

if we are Catholics worthy of the ne 
there must be a pang of guilt mixed 
the joy of Easter... pain for our fai 
and perhaps for our indifference to 
spreading of the knowledge and love 
Christ. But with pain, there should be 
resolution too—a resolution that thre 
our prayers, works and sacrifices we, 
have the light of truth, will be more 
in bringing the message of the Resurrecti 
to the countless millions outside the 
This, indeed, would be a worthy Ea 


resolution. 
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